INTRODUCTION
down on everything, as if To Hav had suddenly discovered himself to be stuffed with sawdust."
The truth is, Moody was not made to wear contentedly, anywhere, the academic harness and blinders: he was too full of the untamable wildness of the creative mind which he has expressed so incomparably in his "Road-Hymn for the Start."
"Dear shall be the banquet table where their singing spir-*          its press;
Dearer be our sacred hunger, and our pilgrim loneliness."
No one so insatiably curious about life as he was, so ardent to learn, could give himself with patience to teaching. How many times must he have felt that impulse he confesses to "trundle his little instructorial droning-gear into Lake Michigan, and step out west or south on the Open Road, a free man by the grace of God, and a tramp by Rachel's intercession"! How dead and buried must he have seemed to himself when he computed in January, 1898, "April is only eighty-eight lectures, forty committee meetings, and several thousand themes away"! And how archly, a little later, as the months nevertheless elapse, does he paraphrase Wordsworth: "My heart leaps up when I behold a calendar on the sly"! When the vacations do at last arrive, and he is free once more to take up his own work, it is exciting to read of his joy. " I can feel the holy influences that wait on him who loafs beginning to purge me and urge me, though I tremble to say so for fear of frightening back their shy inquiring tenta-
xxi monotony on his eagerly adventurous mind — " that awful hush settling
